Vision of the J^ucintoro

It is August again, the high firmament of heat. The slow passage
of the gondola leaves a wake behind it that is exaggerated in
length and in duration. It could, almost, be permanent. There is
an unusual stillness in the air and in the water. In fact, the water is
milky, but leaden in colour, and gleaming in its particles. Not a
breath of wind: and yet, high up, the torn, leaden clouds are
hurrying. In some directions it has suddenly grown dark. There,
the distant waters are black, as though with gall poured into them.
A white building far away, in midst of this, appears to be sieged
or beleaguered in its waters. It is the ghostly moment; the hour of
illusion or hallucination. Nothing has happened, yet. But some
dire fate impends. The storm is coming.

And, suddenly, passing slowly round the corner of an island
into the open channel, something immense and moving, in midst
of a great concourse, is near at hand. For a moment, it is as though
an abbey or cathedral with all the houses at its foot were on the
march. But it is a golden galley or galleasse; the gold strikes, even,
from its oars. The impression is of gold and crimson. It comes
forward, slowly, for it has no sails, walking with its banks of oars,
twenty-six to either side, that dip scarlet, and flash back with gold.
It walks, or crawls, upon the waters. But, as well, it is drawn along
with ropes by boats with many rowers. This gives to it the ap-
pearance of a huge pavilion or tent that is pulled by its tie ropes,
as if the Khan of the Golden Horde were on the march, along the
steppe. At its poop, flies the flag or pavilion of St. Mark; a crimson
ground, with the golden lion upon it. The prow of the galley is a
gigantic, golden fish's head, supporting the ombrello, or Doge's
parasol, and the eight standards of the Republic. Its whole deck
is a huge saloon or gallery, gilded from end to end, and hung with
mirrors. This is garnished with cut velvets, like the interior of a
state coach, and has, on the outside, carved emblems of the vir-
tues and the seasons. At one end of this gallery is the Doge's seat,
in form of a golden throne, and the seats of the Venetian Senators.

It is the 'Budntoro^ at the Porto di Lido, coming back from the
symbolic wedding of the Doge and the Adriatic Sea. When Ms
vessel was at the end of the lagoon, at the place where the open
sea begins, the Doge will have risen from his throne, the back of
which had been taken out, for that moment, disclosing a gilded
balustrade behind him, and he will have thrown the ring into